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you know that girls are well built and not above 
tangling with each other in physical combat. 

At last it was two A.M. and Ray closed the bar. He 
checked out the waitresses and the other bartenders 
and after they left, there was only Laura May and him 
in the club. 

Laura May looked anxious and then when a car 
pulled up out back and Charlene came through the back 
door, she looked surprised and a little frightened. She 
knew Charlene's reputation. 

“What the hell's going on here?” bellowed Charlene. 
“What's this slt doing, here.” 

Ray didn't answer. 

Laura May said, “I've got a date with Ray.” 

“Like hell you have. The only gate you've got is 
with the floor when I mop it up with your ass.” i 

With that, Charlene advanced on Lauda May and 
grabbed her hair. Laura May retaliated and the battle 
was on. Ray Js eyes gleamed as he edged closer to 
watch. 

They struggled furiously and finally both fell to the 
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Ray J poured the dark haired girl at the bar another 
drink on the house and patted her hand. He was the 
manager and one of the bartenders in his brother Roy's 
nightclub and he had been working on the girl Laura 
May all night. 

He had dated her a few times previously, and she 
was a good lay and he knew she had a crush on him. 
He had talked her into waiting for him after closing 
while he checked out. 

His steady girlfriend, Charlene, was driving by to 
pick him up at the same time, but that didn’t bother 
Ray a bit. He planned it that way. 

Ray got his kicks watching two girls fight it out and 
if everything went according to plan, Charlene and 
Laura May would battle to a finish with him the only 
spectator. 

Charlene knew about his hangup and being very 
strong and a good fighter, went along with it, as long 
as Ray screwed her afterwards. 

The club was located just outside Memphis, 
Tennessee and if you know anything about Memphis, 


floor. As they rolled on the floor, their dressed hiked 
up and their legs, thighs and panties were exposed’ to 
the gaze of the ecstatic Ray. 

Laura Mays legs were encased in stockings that were 
rolled and gartered just above the knees. Charlene’s 
legs were bare. 

As they rolled around, cursing, shrieking, biting, 
scratching, punching and pulling hair, it soon became 
apparent that although Laura May was slightly larger, 
Charlene was the stronger and more competent fighter. 

At last the inevitable happened. Charlene rolled 
over on top of the exhausted Laura May and straddled 
her stomach with her crotch. Laura May kicked her 
legs and strugged to dislodge her foe but Charlene's 
weight and the strong thighs and legs on either side of 
her body held Laura May firm to the floor. 

As she kicked her stockinged legs, Ray got down 
close to stare at her crotch. The violent movement had 
disrupted her panties and her pubic hair and vagina 
lips were visible to his lecherous gaze. 

Charlene started to punch the downed girl's face as 
Laura May tried to cover her upturned face with her 
arms and hands. i 

Laura May was begging, “I give, I give, you win,” and 
as Charlene grabbed ehr wrists in each of her hands 
and forced them flat on the floor behind her head, she 
offered little resistance, happyto have the blows 
stopped raining on her face. But when Charlene 
moved up to on her chest and pin her shoulders with 
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her knees, leaving her arms free, terror and fear 
clouded her face. She realized that she was helpless 
and completelyin her victor's power. Charlene looked 
down at the beaten adversary “Now you bitch, your ass 
belongs to me.” 

With that she slapped Laura Maywith her open palm 
as the girl continued to beg and verballysurrender. 

Raywas alternatelylooking at the downed girl's face 
and exposed crotch. This was the moment of truth for 
him. The final victorywas when he reached ecstatic 
orgasm. If a girl fight was stopped or for some other 
reason did not reach the pin-down and surrenderof the 
loser, Ray experienced the same let down as an 
incompleted coitus. a 

This fight, however, ended in a decision victoryfor 
Charlene and Ray's hopes were fulfilled. Charlene knew 
what Ray liked and she continuedto sit on her hapless 
victim even though the fight was long over. She made 
her give up and admit Charlene's mastery over and 
over. She finally administered her own Coup de Grace 
to Laura May, reaching back with her hands, she 
peeled the panties off her unresisting victim and pushed 
them in her mouth, choking her. 

After taunting her like this for a while, she finally let 
her up. 

Laura May, sobbing, grabbed up her panties and ran 
out the door to her car. 

Charlene looked at Ray, particularly noting the 
bulge in his pants. “Well handsome, did you get your 
kicks?” she asked. Not waiting for an answer, she 
unzipped his fly and grabbing his distended organ, 
slowly eased him to the floor on his back. Straddlin; 
him, much in the same manner as she straddled the 
defeated Laura May, she coupled with him and they 
both mashed together to orgasm. Ray liked it with the 
girl on top and Charlene knew it. 

Ray didn't know when he first became obsessed with 
females wrestling or fighting. He did remember as a 
very young boy, masturbating while he imagined two 
little girls, whom he knew, wrestling. Always in his 
fantasy the uglier of the two would pin the pretty one 
down and sit on her and Ray would be able to see the 
loser's panties under her dress. The fantasies became a 
reality when he was about thirteen years old. 
Although slightly built, Ray was tall and slender, even 
then, and he had a face which girls considered 
handsome. One girl who had a crush on him was 
Jenny Simms. She was a plain looking girl and also a 
Tomboy. She tried to impress Ray and get his 
attention any way she could. When Ray had a fight, 
which he tried to avoid, with Dunk Lawson and got 
thoroughly whipped with practically the whole school 
watching, Jenny came up to him afterwards and offered 
her handkerchief and her condolences, the only one in 
the whole school to do so. 

But Ray practically ignored her. That is until one 
day, Jenny stumbled, by accident, on a way to get Ray 
attention and more. After school one day, several girls 
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were gathered around the playground, shoothing the 
breeze and playing around, when Ray walked by. 
Jenny was there and so was Gloria Tubbs, a large 
blonde girl with a pretty face. She was a notorious 
flirt. 


Jenny started showing off for Ray and Gloria 
because he was the only boy presend did likewise. Ray 
ignored Jenny and started responding to Glorida. 

One day Jenny had whipped a Mexican girl after 
school. Ray had been absent that day and missed the 
fight. He was broken hearted when he found out 
about it the next day. The first time two girls had 
fought it out in years, and he had missed it. 

However, that was the only time he ever paid any 
attention to Jenny. The next day he asked her all 
about the fight and had her describe it in detail to him. 

She was flattered with the attention, even though she 
didn't understand it. But now Ray was ignoring her 
and flirting with Gloria and she was jealous. 
Desperate to get his attention, she remembered his 
interest in her fight with Rita, the Mexican girl. 

“Jean, whip Gloria,” she suddenly blurted out. 

Ray stopped and his breath quickened. “You can?” 
he asked. “Let's see you do it.” 

Jenny advanced on the reluctant Gloria, who 
retreated backwards a few steps. But when Jenny 
grabbed her in a headlock and tried to throw her to the 
ground, Gloria fought like a trapped rabbit. 


They fell to the groung and rolled around with their 
upper thighs and panties showing as the other girls 
cheered their favorite girl. 

Ray fought his way to the front and was inches 
away from the combatants. Jenny, true to her boast, 
ended up astride the larger girl and pinned her hands 
flat behind her head. Gloria's legs, the only part of her 
not held immobile by Jenny's pin, kicked frantically in 
the air and her dress was now above her waist, 
exposing her ample hips encased in their white panties. 

“Give,” demanded Jenny. 

I give,” pleaded Gloria, as her shoulders pressed 
against the bare ground. 

“Don't let her up yet,” said Ray, in a hoarse voice, 
“make her say that you whipped her.” 

Jenny looked down at her defeated foe. “You 
whipped me Jenny,” sobbed Gloria and Jenny let her 
up. 

Jenny didn’t understand it but she knew that Ray 
liked to see her fight. From then on, whenever Ray 
asked her to fight another girl, she would take her 
down and sit on her. Pinning her helpless, she would 
force the universal words of surrender, “I give,” from 
the hapless loser, while Ray looked on with raptured 
glee. 

This continued for another year and a half, until 
Jenny moved away. When Ray was fifteen, he saw his 
first real fight between mature women. 

It happened at a labor day barbecue and picnic at 
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Ben Tompkin's farm. There was plenty of beer and 
sippin whiskey at the affair and most of the grownups 
were feeling pretty good around four o'clock in the 
afternoon. Betty Sue Tompkins, a buxom redhead; 
and Sarah Maxwell, a luscious brunette, both had a 
shine on Grover Gunn. There was a dispute over just 
who was his date at the barbecue and insults and slaps 
were exchanged. 

Ben, whose far the picnic was on, then took charge. 
He was a big man and well into drinking, so no one 
challenged him. 

Betty Sue was his oldest daughter and he always 
taught the girls to take care of themselves. He brought 
both girls to a grassy spot and announced, “Betty Sue 
and Sarah are going to fight it out. Best girl wins. It'll 
be a fight to the finish. When one girl gives up, it's all 
over, anybody intereferes will answer to me.” 

The men let out a holler and crowded around forthe 
best position to watch. Both girls were well built and 
with their short dresses, they knew they were going to 
get a show. 

The women crowded around to watch also, although 
some expressed misgivings about the fight. Ray was 
pushed back so that he couldn't see anything. He was 
desperate. He had to watch this fight. He spotted a 
tree a few feet away and he and his friend, Howard, 
climbed up and sat on a limb overlooking the 
makeshift arena. 


It was a hot afternoon and as the girls came together 
they were already sweating. After a short exchange of 
slaps and punches, the girls resorted to the time- 
honored method óf settling feminine disputes. 
Grabbing each others hair, they struggled until they 
both fell to the ground and rolled over and over. The 
men cheered as legs, thighs and panties were exposed. 

Ben Tompkins had a tough time keeping the men 
back as they fought to get closer. The girls were about 
equal in strength and size so that it became a battle of 
endurance as neither was able to gain a decisive 
advantage. Both pairs of breasts burst loose from their 
confinement and as they rolled around on the ground, 
all sense of modesty was forgotten. After several 
moments of intense struggling, the girls ended up with 
Sarah on her back, legs spread wide and crotch 
exposed, with Betty Lou's upper body covering hers, tit 
to tit, face to face. Betty Sue’s lower body lay along 
side Sarah's and as both girls had a death grip on each 
other's hair, Betty was unable to straddle her for the 
pin. 

They lay like that for several minutes while the men 
hollered for some action and some of the women urged 
Ben to call it a draw and end the fight.” Ben leaned 
down close to the combatants. 

“Either of you want to give?” he asked. 

Neither girl responded. Then Sarah gasped, “I need 
a drink of water.” 


“Me too,” said Betty Sue. 

“Okay,” said Ben, “we're going to have a ten minute 
break while the girls get a drink. When they go back 
to the fight it'll be in the same position they are in 
now.” 

He pulled Betty Sue off and the girls got up and went 
to get a drink. Sarah’s mama jumped all over her. 
“Why didn't you give up? No man is worth rolling 
around in the dirt like a pig and showing everying you 
got to these lechers.” 

“I can't, mama,” said Sarah. I love him too much to 
give him up.” 

“Hogwash,” was mama's response. 

Ray meanwhile had been riding the branch like a 
horse. He could see the whole fight and had already 
come twice. The ten minutes were up and Ben made 
Sarah get on her back like she was when they stopped 
and Betty Sue covered her like before. 

At a signal from Ben, the fight continued. Reju- 
venated by the brief rest, the girls renewed the 
struggled with vigor. Sarah dislodged her foe and they 
rolled over and over, first one on top, then the other. 

At last, though, they came to rest and Betty Sue was 
again in the superior position. The heat and the fact 
that despite her best effort, she was back in the same 
position as before, seemed to take the fight out of 
Sarah. 

She looked up at Betty Sue and defeat was written 
all over her face. When Betty Sue rolled over to 
straddle her, it was obvious the fight was over. 

The spectators hollered, “You've got her now. Slap 
her butt,” and other ribald comments. 

Betty Sue's face was inches from Sarah's and when 
she demanded “Give,” Sarah released ehr grip on Betty 
Sue's hair and gasped, “I give.” 

Betty Sue released her grip on Sarah's hair and 
grasping Sarah's hands in her own, forced them flat on 
the ground. 

She then moved up so that she was sitting on Sarah's 
big tits and pinned her shoulders with her knees. Betty 
Sue straightened up and putting her hands on her hips, 
looked around at the crowd, triumphantly. Sarah's 
mom rushed up and hollered at Ben. 

“Sarah done gave. Make her let her up.” 

Ben replied, “Betty Sue whipped her fair and square. 
She'll decide when she's had enough.” 

Sarah lay underneath her conqueror, unmindful of 
the fact that her legs were spread wide and her pubic 
hair was sticking out of her skimpy panties. Ray 
almost fell out of the tree as he rode the branch to his 
final climax. 

Betty Sue looked down at her victim. “You stay 
away from Grover, hear? If you as much as talk to 
him, I'll really beat your ass.” 

I'll stay away from him,” pleaded Sarah. “He's all 
yours, Betty Sue. Please let me, up. I give. You 
whipped me good.” 

With that, Betty Sue let her up and the crowd 
gathered around the girls. To one they offered 


congratulations, to the other condolences. 

Ben strutted around, proud as a peacock, telling 
everyone who'd listen, “I taught her to fight when she 
was reall small.” 

Ray used to run that fight over in his mind for years 
after while he masturbated to a climax. When Ray's 
parents died, within months of each other, when he 
was twenty years old, they left the farm to his older 
brother, Roy. The insurance money and savings came 
to close to fifty thousand dollars and it was split evenly 
between Ray and Roy. 

Roy, the practical one, sold the farm and with the 
money, bought a semi-tractor trailer and the nightclub 
call The Big Corral. Driving the tractor during the day 
and running the club at night, he made a success of 
both. He didn't have much respect for Ray's 
competence or reliability, but hired him as a bartender, 
manager, making all the important decisions himself. 

Roy was married with two children, a good family 
man, while Ray spent all his inheritance on women, 
and wine, in that order. Roy called him, “The fuck 
up” and claimed he fucked up everything he touched. 

Ray's night off was Thursday and he took to going 
to a knuckle bar appropriately called, “The Bloody 
Bucket,” not because he liked to fight, just the 
opposite, but one of the customers told him that some 
tough girls hung out there and on a Saturday night 
there was almost always two or three girl fights. 


Thursday was a lot slower, but on his second visit 
there, Ray was rewarded with a female battle. The 
fight started at the other end of the bar and by the time 
Ray got outside where they retired to settle it, the ring 
had already formed and Ray knew better than to try to 
force his way past those browsers. 

He could hear the shouts of the spectators and the 
shrieks and slaps of the girls as they battled it out, but 
couldn't see a thing. 

In desperation, he climped up on top of a car 
nearby, just in time to see the climax of the fight. A 
dark-haired girl was sitting astride a heavy-set blonde 
girl and pounding her head against the ground. The 
blonde was crying, “I give, I give,” but the brunette 
continued to pound her head. At last the victor 
stopped and reaching back pulled the panties off over 
the losers outstretched legs and crammed them in her 
mouth. The unfortunate girl kicker her legs frantically 
in the air revealing her private parts to the eager 
watchers. The winning girl was Charlene and when 
they came back inside Ray approached her and 
congratulated her on her victory. 

Charlene took to Ray right away. He was handsome 
and better dressed than the other rowdies who 
frequented the bar and Charlene was sick of those 
macho characters who fought to prove their manhood. 

Ray realized that Charlene was the girl for him the 
second week they were going out together. Luther 


Boggs talked Ray into going on a picnic out to 
Shinners Pond with Charlene and his girlfriend, Fanny, 
a huge, overweight girl. 

Luther loved fat girls and as he was a married man, 
he had to be careful. He had lost his drivers license 
and although he had wanted to get into Fanny’s pants 
for a long time, he had been unable to find the time or 
the place. 

Shinners Pond was located way out in the 
boondocks and was about as private as you could get. 


They left for the pond early in the afternoon as Ray 
had to work that night. The girls packed some grub 
and they all wore their bathing suits. Fanny was so big 
and her suit so small that it looked she would bust out 
of it any minute. 

When they got there, they started playing around 
and the inevitable horseback fight developed with the 
girls riding the guys’ backs and trying to unseat each 
other. 

Luther couldn't hold the heavy weight of Fanny and 
just when it looked like Fannie was going to unseat 
Charlene, Luther fell down in the water. Fanny 
complained, “I could have put her down if you could 
of held up.” 

Charlene responded, “Let's see if you can put me 
down when we both start even.” 

“TIl rassle you,” replied Fanny. “Only strictly rassle 
no dirty stuff.” She knew Charlene's reputation as a 
scapper. 

Ray was ecstatic at this turn of events and Luther 
seemed enthusiastic. The girls squared off on a sandy 
part of the beach and the match was on. Fanny’s 
superior size and strength prevailed in the early part of 
the fight and several times Charlene was almost pinned 
but managed to squirm out of it. 

Fanny though was out of shape and as the match 
progressed her lack of condition became apparent as 
her breathing became more difficult. With a mighty 
effort, though, she managed to throw Charlene on her 
back and covered her with her huge body. 

Just when it looked like Charlene was about to be 
pinned, she reverted to her old street fighting tactics. 
Grabbing Fanny’s hair she twisted and pulled until the 
large girl rolled off to escape further punishment. 

Charlene was quick to regain her feet but Fanny, out 
of breath, was slow getting up from her kneeling 
position. Quick to take advantage of her opportunity, 
Charlene jumped astride her back and rode her like a 
horse. Putting her right forearm under Fanny's neck 
and pulling her head back by pulling her hair with her 
left hand, Charlene choked the gasping Fanny. 

When Luther rushed to protest the unfair tactics, 
Charlene released her hold and raised her hands in the 
air, much like the villains in professional wrestling, 
when caught fighting dirty by the referee. 

It was too late for Fanny. All she could do now was 
fight to regain her breath and when Charlene rolled her 
over on her back and straddled her, she offered no 


resistance. 

As Charlene pressed her hands and shoulders flat to 
the sand and putting her face close to the downed girl's 
upturned countenance, demanded that she give, Fanny 
had no choice but to comply. 

When Fanny, still flat and pinned by her conqueror, 
protested that Charlene did not win the match fairly, 
Charlene pinched her chin and made her repeat, “You 
won, fair and square, Charlene.” 

With Fanny flat on her back under the victorious 
Charlene, with legs spread wide and with her huge ass 
cheeks and crotch fighting a losing battle with her 
skimpy bathing suit and with her ample breasts 
exposed with their oversized nipples pointing toward 
the sky, Fanny truly exemplified the conquered female 
which aroused Ray's sexaul glands so intensely. But 
Charlene was not through yet. Looking at the two 
fascinated onlookers, she said, “This is what Moolah 
did to June Byers at the arena last Wednesday night.” 

With that she reached back and hooked her elbows 
under each of Fanny's knees. Pulling the ample thighs, 
forward until Fanny's knees were almost touching the 
ground on either side of her upturned face, Charlene's 
humiliation of her defeated foe was complete. 

Fanny's bathing suit gave up completely. Her ass 
cheeks popped out as the crotch of her suit disappeared 
into the large orifices of her vagina and anus. The 
large lips of her cunt and the rim of her asshole were 
exposed to the delighted spectators. It was a 
thoroughly vanquished Fanny that Charlene finally let 
up off the sand. 

Luther rushed to put his arm around her and 
comfort her, all the while guiding her into the water. 
Before they even reached waist level, he was stripping 
off her suit and mounting her. 

Charlene and Ray, meanwhile, retreated to a slightly 
wooded area where Charlene roughly threw Ray to the 
ground and in a new innovation, made Ray say, “I 
give,” before they completed the sex act. 

Ray and Charlene went to the professional wrestling 
matches in Memphis whenever Ray could get off. 
There was always one or two female bouts on the card 
and Charlene would rub his penis underneath a coat or 
sweater while these matches were going on. 

Driving back from the matches, Charlene suggested 
to Ray that they should book some lady wrestlers into 
Roy's club. The more Ray thought about it, the better 
the idea sounded. Thursday night was always slow 
and Roy just booked entertainment on the weekends. 
He talked it over with Charlene and they came up with 
what they considered a good format. They would 
advertise for girls in the area to wrestle, all amateurs, 
no professionals allowed. They would offer fifty 
dollars to the winner, $10 to the loser. They would 
teach them a few basic holds, Charlene would referee 
and see that there was no dirty fighting so that no one 
would get hurt and turn them loose at each other. 
May the best girl win. 

Surprisingly, Roy agreed to give it a try on the next 


Thursday night. The response to Ray’s ad on the radio 
and in the newspapers was tremendous. He had them 
all report Saturday morning for tryouts and had them 
wear bathing suits. Ray was in seventh heaven as the 
fifty girls lined up. He paired them off in two’s and 
had them wrestle it out on a huge mat he had rented 
for the occasion. 

Girls were struggling and pinning each other all over 
the place as he had them wrestle four sets at a time. 
Ray and Charlene had to pick eight girls for the 
Thursday night fights and that meant forty-two girls 
would be left out in the cold. 

Some of the girls propositioned Ray on the side if he 
picked them and one girl, Donna, agreed to meet Ray 
in a local motel for a spot on the card. It wasn't just 
the fifty dollars that attracted the girls, Ray realized 
that most of them wanted to be the center of attention. 
To have several hundred people with their eyes focused 
on them, center stage, even if it was only rassling it out 
with another girl. 

Thursday night came and it was a huge success. The 
club was jammed and the patrons bought plenty of 
beer and whiskey. The matches went off without a 
hitch. There were two shows with four matches each 
and aside from a few minor problems, all went well. 
Charlene kept the girls in line and the crowd went 
crazy shouting for their favorites. When one girl 
pinned another, the cheers were deafening. 

Charlene and Ray taught all the girls the schoolboy 
pin, whereby the winner straddles the loser high on her 
chest and pins her shoulders and arms with her knees, 
with her crotch inches from the downed girl's face. In 
this pin, the victor’s hands and arms are free and Ray 
and Charlene taught them to apply the “craddle” as the 
final “Coupe de Grace.” This consisted of the girl on 
top hooking her elbows under the bottom girl's knees 
and pushing them forward as far as possible. 

In this awkward position, the defeated girl's genital 
and anal region, covered only by their skimpy bathing 
suits, were totally exposed to the eager crowd. 

Charlene had the victorious girl hold the pin for a 
long time as she sensed that the crowd really enjoyed 
the exposure and the humiliation of the defeated girl. 
What the girls lacked in skill and know-how, they 
made up in enthusiasm and the will to win. 

Unlike their professional counterparts, there were no 
capsules of fake blood or phony histronics in their 
matches and frequently the losing girl came into the 
dressing rooms crying uncontrollably over her defeat. 

When Roy saw the receipts he was elated. He even 
complimented Ray. It was one of the rare occasions 
that Ray received praise instead of beratement from his 
older brother. Roy told Ray and Charlene to go ahead 
with their bouts for the following week. They kept the 
winners from the previous bouts and again helt tryouts 
on Saturday to fill the card. d 

Again the turnout was large and Fay had a field-day 
as the girls struggled to gain the reamining spots on the 


program. 

He would run from match to match, as he liked to 
be on hand when one girl pinned another and forced a 
submission. 

At last the card was filled. Ray came in Wednesday 
morning, to supervise putting some mats around the 
stage in case one of the girls tumbled off. After they 
were installed, and Ray had paid the men and they had 
left, he was getting ready to lock up and leave, as the 
club did not open up until six that evening. The door 
opened up and in walked, what to Ray, was the sexiest 
woman he had ever seen. She was six-foot two, 
blonde, husky, muscular and perfectly proportioned 
for her height. 

“Hi,” she smiled. I'm Greta, but everybody calls me 
Dagmar, (it was easy to see why). I take it you're Ray, 
the manager of this club? I want to rassle on your card 
tomorrow night.” 

“I don't know,” stammered Ray. Do you know how 
to rassle?” 

“Baby, rassle is my middle name. Feel that muscle. 
With that she flexed her biceps and Ray almost 
creamed when he felt the hardness. 

I'm going to have to try you out,” stammered Ray. 

“Okay, let's go.” With that she stripped off her 
shorts and halter and stood in all her magnificence in 
just her panties. 

“Get comfortable,” she admonished him. He eagerly 
stripped down to his shorts and they climbed into the 
makeshift ring. Dagmar soon showed that she knew 
all the basic wrestling holds and moves. She toyed 
with Ray, applying an assortment of holds on him and 
then releasing him. She then slammed him to the 
canvas on his back and straddled him. She moved up 
placing his head between her huge thighs. 

“Do I rassle tomorrow night?” she asked. 

“Yeah, you're on the card,” answered Ray in a 
trembling voice. He figured he could match her with 
Fanny, who was bugging him for a match, as an added 
attraction. 

Ray was sexually aroused as he lay beneath her. 
Dagmar knew this. She had come in contact with 
many men in her life who had his hangup. They liked 
to be dominated physically by a strong female. 

She knew if she played her cards right she could 
have him eating out of her hand and do alright 
financially. 

“TIl see you tonight, honey,” she smiled down at 
Ray. 

“T have to work,” he answered. 

‘TIl be here all prettied up and wearing my black 
stocking and garterbelt and after you finish, we'll go 
somewhere private and I'll squeeze you're pretty little 
face between my silken thighs and I'll get you off like 
you've never gotten off before.” 

With that she got off a shaken Ray, put her clothes 
on and sashayed to the door. 

Ray got up. He was apprehensive. He knew that 


Charlene would be there and the thought of their 
meeting excited him but scared him at the same time 
but he knew that he couldnt turn down Dagmar's 
proposition. That he had to see her. 

Charlene had been coming late to pick him up in the 
last few weeks. A friend of his told him that she had 
started going back to the “Bloody Bucket” and was 
seeing her old boyfriend again. 

One night she came in all scratched up with a cock 
and bull story about her neighbor's cat. Ray's friend 
told him that she had regained her championship at the 
Bucket, defeating a Mexican girl who had assumed the 
title in her absence. 

Bet that as it may, Ray sensed her cooling toward 
him and had a hunch that she was staying with him 
because of the money she was getting out of the 
wrestling promotion. 

He figured that if Dagmar whipped her in a fair 
fight, her strange code would convince her to bow out 
gracefully and he would be left with Dagmar and the 
ultimate in ecstasy. 

That night Dagmar came in and coyly showed Ray 
that she was indeed wearing her black stockings, 
pulling her dress up above her stocking tops, very 
discreetly so that only Ray saw. 

Ray was nervous throughout the evening. He was 
worried about the confrontation that was almost 
certainly coming up and had a strange foreboding 
about the outcome. 

At last it was time. The bar was closed. The help 
checked out and there was only Ray and Dagmar left 
in the club. Ray was beginning to think that maybe 
Charlene wasn’t showing, but suddenly there was a 
shrieking of brakes and the sound of a motor racing 
and Charlene had arrived. 

When she walked in and saw Ray and Dagmar, a 
shocked expression crossed her face. Ray had set these 
scenarios up before but always the other girl was the 
obvious pigeon. When she looked at the size and 
physical development of Dagmar, she realized that she 
was supposed to be the whipping girl. 

“What the hell's going on, Ray,” she snarled. 
“Where did you find Godzilla.” 

Ray didn’t answer right away and Dagmar looked at 
him. “Who the hell is this?” 

“My girlfriend,” Ray answered, sheepishly. 

“That's your ex-girlfriend. Take a walk mousey, it's 
a new ball game now,” she said, turning to Charlene. 


“Fuck you slut. You're the one leaving and now. 
You want a fight, Ray? You got it. Let's go, fat cow.” 
With that Charlene climbed into the ring and waited. 

Dagmar confident that her weight advantage and 
superior muscular development would prevail, climbed 
into the ring and faced a defiant Charlene. Dagmar 
removed her dress and kicked off her shoes. “I dont 
want to get your blood on my clothes,” she explained 
to Charlene. 

Charlene quickly stripped off her dress and when 
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Dagmar stooped to unsnap her garters and remove her 
stockings, Charlene charged and smashed her in the 
face with her fist. ¿Charlene, used to the formalized, 
regulated contests in the gym, was totally surprised by 
this maneuver and grabbed Charlene in defense. 

Grasping Charlene's wrists in her hands, she forced 
the clawing nails away from her face. The girls 
struggled furiously and it was with extreme difficulty 
that Dagmar was finally able to use her superior 
weight and strength to force Charlene to the canvas on 
her back. Straddling her, she forced her arms and 
wrists to the floor and confident that she had won, 
leaned her face close to Charlene's to demand the final 
capitulation. 

Instead, Charlene raised her head off the floor and 
grasping one of Dagmar's huge, hanging breasts 
between her teeth, bit hard and savagely. Dagmar 
screamed as Charlene continued her savage grip. Re- 
leasing Charlene’s wrists, she gouged her eyes 
desperately, with her thumbs as she tried to pull away. 
Charlene had to release her jaws as the thumbs pressed 
into her eyes and the girls fell away from each other. 
Dagmar was bleeding from her mouth and right tit and 
came to a realization of what she had gotten herself 
into. 

Ray was completely turned off by the turn the fight 
was taking. He liked to see one girl overpower another 
but blood and serious injury was not part of his 
turnon. 

“Break it up. That's enough!” he cried and as 
Charlene slowly got off the floor and started toward 
Dagmar again, he stepped between them and grabbed 
Charlene and tried to hold her back. Viciously she 
kneed him in the groin and through him from her. He 
realized as a strange fear came over him, that events 
were out of his control. Charlene rushed at Dagmar 
again and succeeded in landing several blows to the 
face before Dagmar was able to secure her arms. 
Dagmar through the lighter girl from her and she 
landed on the floor on the other side of the ring. 

This set the pattern of the fight, Charlene would 
charge into the larger girl. Dagmar reluctant to go to 
the floor with her after the biting incident, fought a 
purely defensive battle. 

She would grab Charlene’s arms and neutralize them 
after Charlene would get in a few punches, and then 
use her size and strength to hurl the smaller girl from 
her. Charlene kept coming back, time after time and 
Dagmar began to lose heart and look for a way out. 
She knew that Ray wasn't strong enough to stop it and 
fear began to mount in her. Once she through 
Charlene so hard that she went through the ropes and 
crashed to the floor below. When Charlene climbed 
back up into the ring, she was vulnerable, and a kick 
or a punch from Dagmar could have won the fight for 
her. But the killer instinct was not there and the 
moment was gone. 

As Charlene got up for the umpteenth time and 


started toward her, Dagmar held out her hands in a 
pleading gesture. 

“Okay, you win. 
begged. 

Although Charlene kept coming towards her, she 
wasn't rushing and swinging as she had before, and 
Dagmar had hopes that she wouldn't have to take any 
more punishment. 

As she got close and grabbed Dagmar's hair and 
forced the bigger girl backward to the floor, Dagmar's 
mind reverted to her gym bouts. 

“Okay, you want a submission pin. You got it,” 
said Dagmar as Charlene eased her on her back. She 
offered no resistance as Charlene straddled her and 
moved up to sit on her chest and secured her shoulders 
to the floor with her knees. 

Even as Dagmar uttered the words of surrender, “I 
give,” she looked up into the angry face of Charlene 
and knew that that was not going to satisfy her 
conqueror. 

Panic stricken, she tried to throw her off but to no 
avail and when Charlene's bony fists smashed into her 
upturned face, she kicked her legs and screamed. 

Ray rushed up and grabbed Charlene's arms. “Stop, 
you'll kill her,” he screamed. 

Surprisingly, Charlene stopped. Dagmar looked up 
at her through bloody lips. “No more, please, I've got 
fifty dollars in my purse. You can have it. Dont hit 
me again, please,” she begged. 

Charlene didn’t answer. Instead, she reached back 
and started stripping the panties off the defeated girl. 
Now that the violence was over, Ray began to get 
aroused at the eroti¢ sight before him. Dagmar lifted 
her feet off the floor to help her conqueror remove the 
silken briefs. Anything to escape further physical 
abuse. With her panties off, Ray took in the sight 
before him. The big and once proud blonde was on 
her back, legs spread wide and her luscious privates 
completely exposed. 

The magnificent legs, which encased in their sheer 
black stockings were to have framed his face as the 
climax of the evening, were still magnificent but the 
black stockings had huge runs running up the legs and 
one garter belt had broken, causing the stocking to 
hang loose. When Charlene stuffed the panties in her 
month and Dagmar's legs started kicking like a turtle 
when he’s on his back, Ray masturbated his relief of 
the tension-packed evening. 

When seconds later he completed his gratification, 
he looked up. Dagmar's legs were no longer kicking 
and when he looked further up he saw that Charlene 
was still stuffing the underwear into the now- 
motionless Dagmar's mouth. 

“Stop it,” he yelled as he grabbed Charlene's arms 
and pulled her away. Charlene didn't resist and when 
he reached to pull the panties out, he saw that they 
were stuffed far down Dagmar's throat. Frantically he 
pulled them out. Dagmar's face was blue. 


I'll leave, he's all yours,” she 


“My God you've killed her,” he screamed. “She's 
dead.” He felt for a beat in her wrist and bent down to 
put his ear against her heart. dagmar was indeed dead. 
Panic stricken he turned to Charlene. “It's murder. 
You committed murder.” 

“You're in this as much as I am. You set it up. You 
watched it. TIl tell them you helped me kill her,” 
snarled Charlene. 

With a sickening feeling, Ray realized that what she 
said was true. 

“What will we do? We'll go to prison,” he whined. 

A surprisingly calm Charlene took charge of the 
situation. 

“They've got to prove it. We're the only witnesses. 
Go get her car and bring it up to the door. You'll drive 
her out to Cobb's Road in her car. I'll follow in my 
car. We'll leave her and the car there.” 

“But there are witnesses that know she was here 
when we closed up. There's blood here, her blood. 
We're fucked, Charlene. We'll go to prison,” sobbed a 
broken Ray. 

-Charlene looked at Ray, contemptuously. “We'll 
say she was here. She and I had a fight and I whipped 
her ass. She left but asked to make a phone call first. 
We didn’t hear much as she talked low, but she was 
meeting some guy someplace. We both stick to the 
story. They may not believe it but they've got to 
prove otherwise.” 

“Now get the car.” 

Ray ran to comply.  Charlene’s calmness and 
rationale offered a ray of hope to his panic. 

Officers Ray Thomas and George Gibbs ‘of the 
Memphis polic department had the graveyard shift, 
twelve midnight to eight in the morning. At 
approximately three in the morning, every night, they 
would meet at the parking lot in “The Big Corral.” 

They would check out the club. Ray gave them each 
a case of whiskey at Christmas and then would park 
alongside each other, facing in opposite directions and 
shoot the breeze for an hour or so. 

The Big Corral's parking lot was surrounded by 
trees, insuring their privacy, and they could always 
claim they were checking out the club if questioned by 
their superiors. Officer Thomas got there first with 
Gibbs a few seconds behind him. They pulled into the 
lot just as Ray and Charlene were struggling through 
the door with the body of Dagmar. 

As the rays of the policeman’s headlights enveloped 
them, Ray’s heart sank. As he released his burden and 
it fell to the ground, the oft repeated words of his older 
brother resounded through his brain. “You fuck up.” 

He realized that he had really fucked up this time 
and as the policemen advanced toward them, a 
nightmare that he had had many times, came back to 
him. 

„He was in prison and was being sodomized 
forcefully by a huge black man while a long line of 
leering inmates waited their turn. 

He screamed.) 
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A Jean Cartwright/ Ann Marker Adventure 


Madame Pauline smiled as her young eighteen year 
old daughter Kim, drove the large and very expensive 
Rolls in white, through the crowded city streets. Kim 
was learning and Pauline had brought her out in the 
work time traffic to get some practice. Even in her 
school uniform with the ridiculously short gym tunic 
of dark blue that displayed an ample amount of the 
shapely black silk-clad thighs, Kim was beautiful. 
There was no doubt that she was made of beauty 
queen material. But her beauty masked the toughness 
and hardness of this youngster, following faithfully in 
her mother’s footsteps. Pauline wore her usual - she 
had on her favorite pale green dress, which reached, on 
her long powerful legs to mid-thigh. Pauline lay back 
in the car, her long legs stretched out in front of her, 
the silk of her dress riding high on the silk of her 
tan-colored stockings, and revealing just a peep of the 
dark green plain garters she wore under the dress. It 
was as they were passing Jean and Ann's flat, that 
Madame glanced across. “Hold it Kim” she cried, the 
young blonde reacting immediately to her mother's 
demand, and bringing the Rolls gently to a stop. 
“What's up mom,” she ashed. 

“Hey, who's that glamour puss,” she half smiled, 
“coming out of Carwright's flat . . . someone new on 
the staff . . . better keep an eye on this one, she looks 
tough.” 

Kim had no idea just how Pauline came to the 
conclusion that this glamorous looking, well-built 
blonde, leaving Carwright's flat was tough. Just as 
mother and daughter had no idea that the blonde they 
were taking so much interest in had just overpowered 
both Jean Cartwright and Ann Marker and had left 
them very efficiently bound and gagged and lying side 
by side on Jean's bed. They watched as Linda walked 
slowly towards a bright yellow MG sports. 

“Follow her, Kim,” ordered Pauline. 
some practice for you. 

Kim nodded, and pushed her tunic back, higher on 
her thigh, as she pushed her foot onto the accelerator, 
the white Rolls glided away noiselessly. Kim did well 
to keep Linda in sight, through the busy traffic. 

“Interesting,” purred Pauline. “She's making for the 


“It will be 


same street as our gown shop is on. Has Cartwright 
sent her there, I wonder!” 

Linda Lace drew her car into a two hour waiting 
bay, she slipped out of the car with a show of silk clad 
thigh, enjoyed by two men passing by on their way to 
work. She looked up and down the street, she even 
noticed the Rolls but did not connect it with Madame 
Pauline. Linda's orders were to put Carwright and 
Marker out of action, then raid the gown shop for 
information on the drug smuggling. For that, part of 
which she had already successfully completed, she 
would be paid extremely well. At the start she had 
only used Geoffrey Tyler, but now she found she was 
falling for him. 

The notice on the shop door said, “Closed,” but it 
took Linda just four seconds to make an entry. 
Pauline's eyes nearly popped out of her head. 

“The bitch” she cried, “Come on Kim. I am going to 
get her and teach her a lesson not to break into other 
people's property. I'll kill her, after I find out who she 
is and why she is working for Cartwright.” 

Kim took the Rolls into the special parking space 
that Madame had bought. They carefully pushed open 
the shop door and crept inside. 

“She upstairs,” whispered Kim, as they both heard a 
bump above them. “She's after the drug carrying 
garters,” said Pauline with her ear close to Kimis. 
“You stay down here, in case Cartwright follows up,” 
ordered Pauline. “You can handle Cartwright, can’t 
you?” Kim nodded. “Easy . . . I hope she comes. I 
enjoy overpowering that bitch!” 

Pauline nodded. “I'll go and get the glamour puss. 
She looks on the tough side, but I'll take her alright.” 

“Hey, Paula, where are our other girls?” asked 
Kim, “Betty, Margaret, and Susan. Are they still on 
Christmas HOLIDAYS?” 

As she crept up the stairs, she nodded in answer to 
Kim's question. She was surprised not to find the 
blonde in the garter room, but standing there in black 
silk knickers and stockings, picking a dress. 

“Are you leaving the garters until last?” asked 
Pauline leaning up against the door frame. “Carwright 
won't like that. She sent you of course.” 

Linda turned and stared at the tall woman. “Garters 


. what are you talking about . . . why should I want 
garters.” 

Pauline’s eyes narrowed. “Just who the hell are you, 
blondie? I saw you come out of Cartwright's flat, so I 
am assuming she sent you because she is busy . . . 
right.” 

Linda grinned “Cartwright and Marker are tied up 
for the next four or five hours, I admit. I just need a 
new dress and you were not open.” 

“So you thought you would just break in eh,” 
snapped Pauline. “Cartwright made a mistake sending 
you here to look for the special garters, because, I am 
Madame Pauline, this is my shop . . . and you, Miss er 
er are my captive.” Pauline still missed Linda's point 
about Jean and Ann, thinking the girl meant they were 
busy. Linda put down the dress she was holding 


against her lovely figure. “My name is Lace . . . Linda 
Lace,” she sneered at Pauline. “And I am NOT your 
captive.” 

Pauline sneered back, hands on hips, legs wide 
apart. “You soon will be, after I have finished with 
you. 


They stood facing each other, like two cats poised 
for a leap, but not leaping, each assessing the other. 
Pauline seemed-to complete her assessment first. She 
leaped towards the well-built but shorter blonde stood 
facing her. Linda had heard about Madame Pauline, 
and knew that this tall six footer was a tough handful, 
especially after Linda had fought with Ann, and 
although she finally overpowered her, it was not easy 
and she had to take some blows herself, especially to 
the breasts, just less than an hour ago. 

For that reason, Linda went to protect her already 
bruised boobs. So although she was ready to fight this 
bitch, Linda misread Pauline’s intentions and covered 
her breasts . . . she was wrong . . . Pauline's long and 
extremely powerful silk-clad leg shot out and kicked 
the blonde very hard to the lower part of the stomach. 
Linda doubled over and fell back, presenting her face 
to the follow-up punch that Pauline threw, which 
smashed into her nose, and brought blood from each 
nostril. Taken by surprise and rather shaken, Linda 
tried to pull herself together. Backing into the wall 
probably saved her. Had she fallen back further and 
tried to cover, Madame would have probably had 
more than enough time to steady herself, kicked again 
and floored Linda. The blonde tried to get into the 
fight, and swung a roundhouse left to the side of 
Pauline’s head. She ducked, and it missed, but it did 
bring her off the wall and close to Madame. 

Reflexively she flung her arms around Pauline and 
pulled her into a bear-like hug. Madame gave a groan 
as her breasts were pulled in against Linda’s. Pauline 
knew she had to get out of this and fast. To do so she 
butted Linda viciously, again, to the already bleeding 
nose. Linda had to release her, and Pauline staggered 
back, holding her breasts. Linda knew this was going 
to be a tough one. So far it had been all Pauline, and 


all Linda had was a badly bleeding nose. She reached 
out and grabbed Pauline's dress at the neck. Madame 
pulled against the hold . . . AND Linda staggered back 
holding Pauline's torn dress in her hands. Pauline 
cursed at Linda, as she stood in her long stockings that 
disappeared under the legs of her dark-green silk 
knickers, with matching lace garters. A furious 
Madame lashed out with her long leg again, and 
caught Linda in the stomach, the blonde doubled over 
in pain, and Madame sent her to the floor by kicking 
her legs from under the blonde. In a flash, Pauline was 
down and astride her opponent, with a cry of “Got 
you ... . you bitch,” as her large hand clamped over 
Linda’s mouth, and two fingers closed the bloody 
nostrils. The end looked in sight for lovely blonde. 
She was struggling to breath in a favorite hold of 
Pauline’s. A hold that had meant defeat for girls who 
had dared to fight Madame Pauline, and this included 
Jean Cartwright. Another couple of seconds and it 
would be all over. Linda was surprised and relieved to 
find that her arms were free. She used them as best she 
could, clawing at Pauline’s breasts. Pauline cursed her 
again, struggled to grab the hands and lost, Linda 
heaved her off. A really supreme effort by the blonde, 
who was almost finished. Madame was up first and 
grabbed a handful of Linda's hair, while hauling her 
upright. The girl was given no chance, as Pauline hit 
her with a beautiful right uppercut that almost floored 
Linda, again. Pauline felt very confident at this stage, 
but admitted to herself that she was amazed this 
blonde was still on her feet. Cartwright was usually 
finished long before this. Linda shook her head and 
used her own fists well, beating a tattoo on her breasts 
and geting the tall moaning. 

She brought blood from Madame's nose and mouth 
with a reach peach of a right cross that smashed into 
Pauline's face, and brought the woman to her knees. 
Now both girls were covered in blood, a mixture of 
their own and of their opponents. Linda was slow in 
taking advantage of Madame on her knees, and the 
Madame flung herself forward tackling Linda and 
bringing her down. Pauline kneed her in the breasts 
and had the blonde flat on her back. Pauline wasted 
no time, in a flash she was astride the girl, pinning her 
down well and rocking her head to and fro with 
vicious backhanders. Seeing Linda go glassy-eyed, 
Pauline smiled to herself and lifting her powerful knee, 
plonked it across Linda's mouth. Surely this would 
finish the bitch! 

Linda was sure that she was in a very bad spot. Her 
nostrils were blocked with congealed blood, now she 
had this huge knee jammed tightly over her mouth, 
another minute of this and her lungs would burst . . . 
so Madame had proven to be the better of the two 


-fighters. Soon Pauline would be tying her up and she 


would be her captive. Linda heaved for the last time, 
she knew it would be the last time, she had no breath 
left to try again. Pauline lost her balance, fell to one 


side, putting out a hand to save herself, the knee 
moved away from Linda’s mouth, the blonde took a 
deep, deep breath, then kicked Pauline in the back 
with her own knee, and she was free. Just how she 
came to her feet, Linda would never know, she really 
was almost out on her feet. This Madame Pauline was 
just about the toughest girl she had fought against. 

Then she noticed that Pauline was swaying about on 
her feet, she was also almost finished. Again, showing 
that all her hard training in Russia was all worth while, 
Linda brought around her fist and smashed it into 
Pauline’s face. The tall woman staggered back, Linda 
darted forward, given renewed strength at the possible 
victory that could be hers . . . but no, Pauline was 
coming forward again, and her long arms would 
outreach Linda's. The tough blonde took another in 
the face, before she smashed deep into Pauline's guts. 

She expected to see Pauline go down, she did not, in 
fact she came back at Linda and cleverely backhanded 
her twice. Linda cursed out loud. Swaying on her 
feet, Pauline missed with a punch that could have 
finished the fight in her favor. Linda caught Madame 
off balance and slammed ehr back against the wall 
with a pile driver of a punch. Linda moved quickly to 
follow up her advantage. She pinned Pauline against 
the wall and punched away at her breasts, until the tall 
woman slid down to the floor. Linda, with an effort, 
hauled her up by her hair, and with a great upper cut, 
sent Pauline across to the other side of the room, 
where she collapsed in a heap on the floor, she rolled 
over, and lay on her back, arms and legs spread out. 
Blood was still coming from her mouth and nose, 
Linda had brought blood from her nipples with that 
last attack to Madame's breasts. Half naked, stockings 
laddered, blood spread across her face, Pauline looked 
in a real mess, as well as receiving one of her very rare 
defeats. Linda was not a lot better, she was tottering 
on her feet, she too was covered in blood, around her 
face and her breasts. 

At that moment the door burst open and Kim 
Hooper rushed in. She looked in amazement at her 
mother lying unconscious on the floor. She turned on 
Linda. The blonde had a blurred vision of a blonde in 
a gym tunic with flying black silk-clad legs flying at 
her. The punch that took Linda full on the jaw, was 
the one that broke the camel's back. She spun round 
on her feet and crashed to the floor. Kim blew on her 
knuckles. She was not the school’s boxing champion 
for nothing. She knew just where to place her fist. 
Linda lay still, face downwards. Kim rolled her over 
onto her back with her foot. “Bitch,” she cried at her. 
But a tough fight with Ann followed right away with 
an even tougher one against Madame Pauline, had 
almost exhausted this very tough blonde. Kim was 
only a blur to her, she had no idea of the good punch 
that was coming her way. It just finished her off. 


She helped her mother to put on tresh dark green satin 
knickers, new stockings, garters and a new dress. 


w 


“You say you knocked her out?” asked Pauline, 
looking a real mess with both eyes puffed, nose badly 
swollen, mouth cut in both corners, and Pauline did 
not put on another bra. . . she couldn't. Her breasts 
were too swollen and far too sore. “Then you had 
better nip in and tie and gag the bitch. I don’t want 
her to get away. I haven't finished with that bitch.” 

Kim gathered up some old stockings and rushed into 
the dress room, where she last saw Linda lying 
unconscious on the floor . . . there was no one there . . 
. only a pool of blood. “She's gone,” she cried, 
returning to her mother. “I thought you said you 
knocked her out,” snapped Pauline. Kim held out her 
arms,” I did. I took her under the chin with my right 
and she went down and stayed down.” 

Despite the beating she had just received, Madame 
rushed into the garter room and checked. “Just as I 
thought . . . two garters missing” she hissed, “that girl 
has got to be found at once before she leaves the 
country.” 

Kim looked at her mother. “Why should she leave 
the country?” 

“Because she’s Russian,” snapped Pauline. “Once 
during the flight, she cursed me . . . in Russian!” 

“Does she work for Cartwright, mother?” asked 
Kim. 

Pauline shook her head. “I don’t think so. Ring up 
Cartwright and see who's there.” Kim dialed the 
number of the agency girls. 

“No reply,” stated Kim. Pauline nodded. “I thought 
so, they are both probably lying bound and gagged or 
she has killed them. When we saw her coming out of 
their flat, she wasn't as we thought, with them, but 
against them. Now what would she want with our 
garters ... trouble is they are bloody evidence against 
us. Get the girls back at once, Kim, phone around. 


Right at that moment, Linda Lace was on the phone 
to Paris and Geoffrey Tyler, ringing from her hotel 
room. That man she had to get to the KGB, either as 
her bound and gagged captive, which would prove no 
trouble at all to Linda. She had knocked him out 
before and tied him up, while she dealt with that stupid 
cow Cartwright . . . or she would have to marry him 
and take him back that way. Despite the bruises on 
her face, she still looked attractive. Her breasts were 
very badly swollen, it was as much as she could bear 
to have the flimsy silk blouse touch them. It was then 
she looked around for her handbag . . . and suddenly 
remembered where it was . . . lying in the hall at 
Cartwright's flat. Hell! If those bitches opened it they 
would discovered just who she was working for and 
her mission over here to get Geoffrey Tyler. She had 
made a date with Geoffrey, who was flying over in the 
morning . . if he saw Cartwright first, she would tell 
him what was in the handbag. She had a choice... 
either get Tyler when he calle don her here at the hotel, 
then deal with Cartwright, or get to Cartwright's flat 
deal with her again and get her handbag . . . which 
should she do first? 
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we are offering you a free thirty-five word personal ad, 
printed complete with your photo in each issue of Battling 
Bitches for the entire length of your subscription. And, as 
an extra special bonus, each subscriber will receive a 
complimentary ‘sue of Corporal, the newspaper that 
begins where the others end. 

So why delay? Mail in your subscription now and be 
assured of getting every issue hot off the press! 

Rates are: $24.00 for six issues. $40.00 for twelve issues. 


Due to increased costs, please include $4.00 postage per 


each six issues ordered. All magazines are sent in plain 
brown wrapper, via first class mail. 


Ladies 
Advertise 


Free! 


Ladies who include a photo may have their ad printed 
free. Please note that this offer does not entitle ladies to a 
free subscription or free copies of the magazine. To take 
advantage of this offer, please use the ad form on the 
opposite page. 


SEND TO: 
ESOTERIC PRESS 
P.O. BOX 162 
GREAT NECK, N.Y. 11022 


Enclosed please find $ enter my subscrip- 
tion to Battling Bitches for _______ years. 

Name 
Address 
City State Zip 

I state that I am over eighteen years of age and not a 
police or postal agent. I further state that I realize 
the material I am ordering is sexually oriented. 
Signed_ Date 


Please print 


Heading 


Ad: 


Ze 
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AAA Please add 0&tor r each additional word over 35.) 


SIGN AND SEND ALONG WITH YOUR SUBSCRIPTION BLANK: | 


I, the undersigned, hereby represent that I am 21 years of age or older, that the photo sent 
to you isin fact an actual photograph of myself and that | compiled the data for the ad sent 
to you. I hereby give my consent to publish my photo and ad in this or any other publica- 
tion connected with you or the promotion thereof. It is e xpressly unde rstood that you may 
edit or re-write my ad at your solediscretion. I understand that no proofs of photos or ads 
will be supplied for my approval and I waive all claims respecting accuracy or reproduction 
of either due to mistake or technica! failures. I understand that my ad and photo will not 
be returned to me. I also understand that ESOTERIC PRESS, INC. is in no way responsi- 
ble for any transactions between myself and anyone | might contact through any ‘of its pub- 
lications. I shall not use this or any of ESOTERIC PRESSES publications for any purpose 


other than that for which it was intended: the friendly correspondence between discrimin- 
ating adults. 


Signed Date 


Yes print my name and address with my ad , No give my ad a Code* 
NOTICE 


Esoteric Press will not accept personal ads which solicit 
funds. If you wish to sell photos or other items you 
must place a mon- coded ad. The rate for such advertis- 
ing is $10.00 per issue for the first 35 words and 10 
cents for each additional word. One photo is printed 


free. BATTLING BITCHES 35 


SUBSCRIBERS AND LADIES WHO 
INCLUDE A PHOTO MAY PLACE A 
CODED AD FREE!! CODED ADS 
FOR ALL OTHERS ARE $5.00 per 


Please print ‘se 


Heading 


Ladies please note: If you send in iti ) 
some ER cele? phe ara = EE add 10¢ for each additional word over 35.) 


ad we may use them on one of our 
covers. 


SIGN AND SEND ALONG WITH YOUR SUBSCRIPTION BLANK: 


I, the undersigned, hereby represent that I am 21 years of age or older, that the photo sent 
to you is in fact an actual photograph of myself and that I compile d the data for the ad sent 
to you. I hereby give my consent to publish my photo and ad in this or any other publica- 
tion connected with you or the promotion there of. It ise xpressly unde rstood that you may 
edit or re-write my ad at your soledisctetion. I understand that no proofs of photos or ads 
will be supplied for my approval and I waive all claims respecting accuracy or reproduction 
of either due to mistake or technical failures. I understand that my ad and photo will not 
be returned to me. I also understand that ESOTERIC PRESS, INC. is in no way responsi- 
ble for any transactions between myself and anyone I might contact through any of its pub- 
lications. I shall not use this or any of ESOTERIC PRESSES publications for any purpose 
other than that for which it was intended: the friendly correspondence between discrimin- 
ating adults. 

Date 2 


Signed 


Yes print my name and address with my ad , No give my ad a Code# 


NOTICE 


LADIES WHO INCLUDE A PHOTO 
MAY ADVERTISE FREE!* 


Esoteric Press will not accept personal ads which solicit 
*This offer applies to a coded personal 


funds. If you wish to sell photos or other items you 


ad ONLY! And does not entitled you 
to a free subscription! 


must place a non- coded ad. The rate for such advertis- 
ing is $10.00 per issue for the first 35 words and 10 
cents for each additional word. One photo is printed 
free. 


MD., Code BB—105. Submis- 
sive female seeks those who like 
to exhibit, use, pose and humil- 
iate me. I enjoy serving guys, 
gals, couples, T.V.ies, and gangs. 
Photos available. S.A.S.E. need- 
ed for answer. 


[see photo] 


Los Angels, Ca Code BB—104 
Dominant white couple both 30, 
seeking submissive slave girls and 


slave couples for bondage, 

spanking, slavery, etc.) We will 

also help other Mistresses to train 

their slaves. Photo, phone and 

frank letter needed for reply. 
[See photo} 


Penn. BB—108. I am a submis- 
sive but aware and attractive 
would like to meet 
Dominants with experience. 
S.A.S.E. please. All answered 
[See photo] 


lady who 


South Carolina, Code BB—103 
Stern dominatrix seeks slaves to 
cater to my every whim. I love to 


have a slave helpless in my 
dungeon for prolong teasing, 
humiliation, French, etc. I am 
discrete and sincere. Photo and 
phone please. 

[See photo] 


California, Code BB-147. Two 
female masters seek slave to 
dominate simultaneously. Must 
fulfill all desires, obey and be 
rewarded, S.A.S.E. for reply. 
Answer all serious. Write now 
and experience ecstasy! 

[see photo] 


Minnesota, Code BB-164. Wild, 
hot and horny! My boobs are 
firm, my fanny round, and my 
Through my esca- 
pades I will guarantee to fullfill 
your kinkiest of fantasies, whe- 
there it be through meeting, 
writing, photos, tapes, panties, 
whatever. Write and send me a 
note with what's on your mind. 
S.A.S.E. a must. 


[see photo] 
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Texas, Code BB-137. Submis- 
sive/dominant gal, 23, 5'9”, 130 
lbs., seeking slaves (male, female 
and couples) for training. Will 
challenge all in wrestling nude, 
greased and winner take all. 
Send photo, phone and S.A.S.E. 
for reply slaves. 
[see photo] 


California, Code BB-142. Young 
professional model who enjoys 
the submissive role, breast tor- 


ture and suspension. I have a 


large photo collection of myself 
in nude bondage, would like to 
share my fantasies with others. 
Will answer all. S.A.S.E. 

[see photo] 
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Texas, Code BB-140. Mistress 
and young slave girl seeking 
submissive men, women and 
couples. Our interests are nu- 
merous and consist of spanking, 
watersports, wrestling and S/M 
related activities. We travel the 
U.S., especially Florida, New 
York and Louisiana. 
[see photo] 


Louisiana, Code BB-136. Domi- 
nant woman very into exotic 


clothes, watersports, spanking, 
bondage, etc. seeking submissive 
persons, male or female. 

[see photo] 


Arizona, Code BB-135. Petite 
submissive female turned on by 
leather, rope, gags and other 
stimulating bondage devices. 
Would like to meet people inter- 
ested in photography and video- 
tapes. 


[see photo] 


New York, Code BB-138. Young 
Manhattan mistress wishes to 


meet males of all ages who are 
sincere in their worship of a 
truly dominant beauty. Total 
obedience a must! Will answer 
all, S.A.S.E. 

[see photo] 


AA 


Calif. Code BB—109. Totally 
submissive slave, Big busted, 26 
year old, been into B&D and 
S&M since I was 18. I am 
interested in correspondence and 
possible meetings with dominant 
couples and single guys and gals. 
I love breast torture and have a 
high tolererance for pain. I also 
have a large photo collection of 
actual B&D and S&M sessions. 

I'd be willing to sell or trade on a 
one for one bases. Will answer 
all. s.a.s.e. please. 

See photo] 


N.Y.C.. Code BB—110. I seek 
generous slaves. Very dominant 
femal seeks passive slaves for 
extensive training in B&D and 
S&M. If you are sincere and 
totally submissive- then write me 


at once! I love giving severe 
whippings and enforced French. 
All answered. 


[See photo] 


Calif., Code BB—111. Mistress 
Renata’s Academy for discipline 
training. Specializing in B&D, 
cross dressing and humiliation. 
Discreet male and female slaves 
may send a resume to me c/o this 
publication. Be sure to include a 
non—nude photo and S.A.S.E: 
Fall to your knees and answer 
now! 
[see photo] 


Florida, Code BB-149. Beautiful 
demanding leather bitch seeks 
bi-females to act out their fanta- 
sies and I'll make them cum 
true. I'm interested in high 
heeled boots, leather, rubber, 
exotic costumes and kinky bi 
sex. Photo and phone for quick 
reply. S.A.S.E. 


[see photo] 


Albany, N.Y. Code—BB—101. 
I want submissive men who want 
to get into my pants. Both ways! 
First, | will take my pants off, 
and you must get into them. 

Then I will put on another pair of 
panties, and I will let your tongue 
in only. All the way in. Maybe 
both sides. S.A.S.E. please for 


reply. 


[see photo] 
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N.Y.C., Code BB—100. Live In 
Sought. Well built widow seeks 
live in house boy. To perform 
French on me and fulfill house 
hold duties. You must be clean, 
submissive, and able to hold long 
erections. S.A.S.E. for reply. 
[see photo] 


Connecticut, Code BB-143. At- 
tractive black exotic bizarre 
dominatrix seeking older submis- 
sive males for training in obedi- 
ence and humiliation. You will 
beg to worship me in my most 
exotic surroundings. I am 
Queen Vanessa. Write now! 
[see photo] 


New York, L.I., Code BB-157. 
Handsome, well built, 5'9”, 150 
lbs., completely submissive body 
slave would enjoy meeting dom- 
inant females who would love 
humiliating me, using me to 
satisfy their desires. Also enjoy 
females who would love to 
overpower me in wrestling. 
[see photo] 


New Jersey, Code BB-146. Tall, 
exotic, daring disciplinarian 
wants to teach all naughty boys 
and girls to obey. I am 
demanding and aggressive and 
enjoy all cultures. I may make 
you do it forever. Phone 
answered first, but all answered 
with S.A.S.E. 


[see photo] 


Michigan, Code BB-141. Attrac- 
tive, switchable couple into lov- 
ing S/M - desires to meet all 
couples with like interests. Can 
travel or entertain in our play- 
room - all fantasies fulfilled. 
Hoping to start a Detroit-area 
couples club. 
[see photo] 


Illinois, Code BB-144. Roots 
fetish queen. Discover true 
slavery at the feet of “Skye” 
queen-bitch. Submit slave his- 
tory and S.A.S.E. now! 

[see photo] 


Oklahoma, Code BB-139. Cou- 
ple practicing foot fetichism 
wishes to hear from others with 
same interest for possible meet- 
ings and foot games. Descrip- 
tion, photo if possible, receives 
same. 

Couples only. 

[see photo] 


Texas, Code BB-120. Very 
sincere foxy female, 26, 5'7”, 126 
Ibs., into bondage, spankings, 
wrestling and verbal abuse, seeks 
novices and slaves and masters, 
now. Travel possible! Send 
photo, phone and S.A.S.E. for 


reply. 


[see photo] 


New York, Code BB-152. Young 
arrogant beauty summons fems, 
foot lickers, hole suckers and 
human toilets to wallow naked 
at my feet, probe the depths of 
humiliation and perform un- 
speakable acts of depravity. 
[see photo] 


Attention: Naughty females 
18-35 dominant but fair white 
male looking for woman who 
needs to be controlled. I seek a 
full-time relationship. If you're 
lonely and need to trust some- 
one, write me. Total discretion 
observed. Write: 

Jon 

Box 472 
Hunt. Station, N.Y. 11746 


Want Something New? Well 
then try a mistress who works 
within the limits of a slave. I 
have a private well-equipped 
dungeon back with years of 
experience. Learn what it means 
to be a real slave with a real 
mistress you will respect for the 
rest of your life! Write: 
Michelle Peters 
P.O. Box 781 
Pontiac, Mi. 48056 
or call: 313-585-9420 


Georgia, Code BB-117. Mature 
classy housewife pleases husband 
by picking up men in cars, bars 
and even on the streets in major 
cities. She wears garter belt for 
easy access to her hot cunt. 

Husband likes to open dress up 
and watch, while she sucks men 
off in the back seat of the car. 

She is willing to gang bang and 
will go around with strong black 
male as his lady, provided she is 
safe. Similar wives invited to 
exchange info with dominant 
husband. All others S.A.S.E. 
pic if possible. 

[see photo] 


Minnesota, Code BB-162. Tall 
redheaded stewardess can fly 
anywhere. Write me to make 
me fly. Get off on kinky wild 
things. The kinkier the better. 
Love taking photos and leaving 
whiffy panties and things all 
over the world. 


[see photo] 


A RARAS 
Minneapolis, Code BB-160. 6'2” 
horny redhead, into everything - 
looking for everyone interested 
in seeing my natural red hair 
posed anyway you like. Also, 
get off on sharing fantasies and 
would even send you my most 
private pieces of clothing. SASE 
for fast reply. 

[see photo] 


Georgia, Code BB-123. Totally 
submissive, highly sexual female, 
25, actively seeking a live in 
relationship with dominant, de- 
„manding yet fair male. Willing 
to relocate for right arrange- 
ment. Photo and SASE please. 
White only. 


[see photo] 


all submissive males or females 
bend to their knees and writé, 
begging for a slave application. 

Only those who display the 
proper attitude for a slave will 
be given an opportunity to serve 
me at my desert domain. SASE 
required. 

[see photo] 


Florida, Code BB-126. Beautiful 
booted leather bitch, bi, seeks 
females and couples. Interests 
include, French, B&D, wrestling, 
leather and high heeled boots. 

Send photo and SASE. 


[see photo] 


Colorado, Code BB-150. Beauti- 
ful bi-stewardess desires to meet 
men that will serve me. I love it 
all B&D, S/M, golden showers,. 
Need new slave for my travels. 
Send a S.A.S.E. for reply. 

[see photo] 


Would like girl who like or who 
have real fights or are into 
competitive wrestling to write 
me of their bouts. Write: 
Joseph Cusimano, III 
P.O. Box 29167 
New Orleans, La. 70189 


Ohio, Code BB-113. Toledo 
housewife wants men who are 
willing to serve. Must be ready 
to do as I say. You must send 
photo, phone, SASE and de- 
tailed letter. Husband must 
photograph you as my slave. 
No phonies or pen pals. Female 
slaves welcome to our world. 
[see photo] 


Tennessee, Code BB-112. Beau- 
tiful dominant bi-female wants 
true submissive males for plea- 
sure, must submit to strict bond- 
age, French, oral, French, oral, 
analism, humiliation, forced ene- 
mas, and more. Must worship 
my gorgeous Stmder body. I'm 
a total exhibitionist. Love to 
tease in high heels, hose garter 
belts, erotic things. Only ma- 
ture, select, generous males need 
apply. I want lasting relation- 
ship only! S.A.S.E. a must. 
Nude photo also. 
[see photo] 


England, Code BB132. Super 
young, English chick, swinger, 
plans visit to the U.S. for next 
summer. Applications for super- 
ior type gents are invited for 
outings and meetings. If you are 
visiting England 1 shall be more 
than happy to meet you! I have 
special understand for C.P. and 
B devotees, TV's welcome. 
Worldwide correspondence 
wanted. Please send postage for 
reply. 
[see photo] 


Illinois, Code BB-129. Pussy 
freak! Here it is. If you like 
hairy pussy. You'll love mine. 

Plenty of black hair to turn you 
on. Front or rear view. Sorry, 
no free photos. Can travel also. 
SASE please. 


[see photo] 


Northern, Va., Code BB-133. 

Tired of phonies, pen pals and 
pros? Demanding dominatrix 
and switchable spouse, late 30's, 
seek experienced, bi-sexual 
slaves, masters and mistresses 
wanting action instead of cor- 
respondence. D.C. area. Photo, 
detailed letter, SASE required. 

No fees. 

[see photo] 


California, Code BB-128. Ama- 
zon negress, 200 lbs., 6’ tall, 42, 
36, 48. Love toilette training 
white boys with small dicks. 

Love photo exchanges. Send 
SASE. 


[see photo] 

Texas, Code BB-131. Discover 
the equisite delights of experien- 
cing your lifelong hidden sexual 
fantasies. Don't be ashamed. 
Let's experience them together. 
B&D, body worship, and many 
more. Send SASE. 


Colorado, Code BB-130. Horny 
swinging stewardess wants men 
who like to serve me faithfully. 
Cn meet you anyplace in U.S.. 
SEnd SASE for reply. 


[see photo] 


Ohio, Code BB-127. Sharp 
couple in early 30's looking for a 
Passive female for a love in. All 
aspects of a threeway relation- 
ship will be covered. Live-in 
situation possible. State interests 
and send photo. 
[see photo] 
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Satan's Sex Ranch.................... No. 81 
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NEW DESIGN 
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